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pression the answer made upon him. This balancing of
events resulted either In warm congratulations or the most
severe reprimands. And the general never forgot about his
soldiers. He was interested in the needs of the wounded,
and was eager to learn of any acts of bravery and reports
commending the heroism of his troops. And frequently,
while listening, his eyes would become moist.
One day his press chief,, Mr. Bolin, recounted to the
general an episode which occurred in one of the hospitals on
the front. He had entered one of the rooms where a number
of Legionnaires were lying on cots, and a lieutenant of the
Legion who was among them, and who had been seriously
wounded, had a high fever and was delirious. The officer,
in his delirium, thought that he was in the firing line, in
the full heat of battle, and he was haranguing the Legion-
naires with stirring words, fired by his fever, urging them
on to the attack. His harangue resounded throughout the
room, and everyone listened in silence to his voice which
was impregnated with war nostalgia, a voice which per-
meated the room like the fiery breath of combat, disturbed
up to that time only by the tremor of sighs and muffled ex-
clamations of distress. Suddenly he stopped talking, and
all that could be heard was his panting and the rattle in
his throat.
But in a few moments he regained strength and suddenly
cried out in a heart-rending and tragic voice^ "To me,
Legion! To me. Legion!"
Upon hearing this call all the Legionnaires who were In
their cots rose as if by a mysterious and superhuman
force, some leaving their beds with painful difficulty, in
order to go to the bedside of their comrade, who, in
agony, continued to cry out, "To me, Legion! To me,
Legion!"
The Legionnaires gathered as though by the force of a